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Summary 


Aziraphale doesn't groom his wings much. It's such a pain to do alone, and he can deal with 
a little discomfort. It doesn't occur to them that he doesn't have to do them himself 
anymore. 


Aziraphale’s wings itched . 


This wasn’t a particularly uncommon experience for the ethereal being. He did have a habit of 
letting things sit longer than they probably should, especially when they were such a hassle to get 
sorted out. But it was certainly worse than normal, and they hadn’t even had the decency to slowly 
build up over a few hours to the state they were in now. No, they’d felt fine last evening, then after 
a long night of staying in exactly one spot and reading through three books, they had suddenly 
decided they were going to make themselves a complete nuisance. 


.. on second thought, maybe they had tried to warn him, and he’d been too distracted to notice. 
Whoops. 


The worst part was, he didn’t even have the time to pull them out and take care of whatever had 
gotten them to this state. He was meant to go out with Crowley to this lovely new Asian place a 
few blocks away in just an hour or two, and preening his wings always took at /east four, especially 
if the itch was back in the place between his shoulder blades where he couldn’t actually reach 
without resorting to rather undignified and complicated measures. 


Maybe he could just pull them out for a moment or two. Just get a little relief, then bundle them 
back up to deal with later. 


An hour later, Crowley walked into the bookshop, ignoring both the ‘Closed’ sign and that the door 
was, in fact, locked. He wandered through a couple shelves, not quite calling out yet. At least, until 
he heard a thump and an angelic exclamation and rushed towards the source of the sound. 
“Aziraphale?”’ 


He pushed into the backroom, only to stop dead in his tracks. Aziraphale’s wings were out, several 
feathers sticking in the wrong direction, and several of the others half in sheathes. He had been 
rubbing his back against the corner of a bookshelf in a rather desperate attempt to get it to stop 
itching so terribly, and a couple of the books had fallen to the ground. 


“Oh, Crowley!” he exclaimed, face flushing as he dropped down to pick the books up sheepishly. 
“Terribly sorry, dear, the time must have gotten away from me. I’ll be ready in just -” 


Crowley stepped forwards, eyes tracking the agitated flick of wings. “Angel, how long has it been 
since you preened these?” 


“Erm.” He fidgeted slightly, stacking the books back onto the shelf. “At least three.” 


“Three what? Three weeks? Three months?” The wings flittered a bit. “Aziraphale. Angel, please 
tell me you don’t mean three years .” 


“If you’re just going to scold me for it, then you can go sit in the front while I get ready,” 
Aziraphale muttered. 


“Not scolding, angel, just -” Another step forwards. “Want to make sure you’ re taking care of 
yourself. Not - tearing up your back trying to scratch some itch.” 


Aziraphale’s expression softened. “I'll be fine, love,” he said. “I have my system, and it works just 
fine. You don’t need to worry about me.” He turned away to shelve the last of the fallen books, 
ignoring the twitch his wings gave as hey asserted that no, it had *not* worked, they still very 
much itched. 


He stilled suddenly, as thin fingers came to rest at the base of his wings. “Sorry,” Crowley said 
quickly, withdrawing the touch. “Just thought -” 


“Tt’s fine!” Aziraphale said quickly, voice about an octave and a half higher. Really, he shouldn’t 
be this embarrassed about this, he thought. It wasn’t like they didn’t touch after the Abotchalypse, 
quite the opposite really. But, well. Wings were a tad different. Not that he was going to complain. 
“Tt’s fine, really.” 


The fingers settled again, tracing lightly across the edge of the wing, half on the thin cotton shirt 
he’d been down to in an attempt to make the scratching work better. “Don’t know how you’re 
dealing with this,” Crowley said quietly as he found the worst of the itch, digging into feathers to 
reach it. Aziraphale nearly melted in relief. “I’ve got to take care of mine at /east twice a month or 
it starts getting unbearable.” 


“Well,” Aziraphale said. “You rather get used to it after a while. They’re rather big, and it’s awful 
to try and take care of everything on your own.” 


“Mmm.” He paused scratching momentarily, swept a hand over the expanse of wing. Crowley’s 
were thin, sleek, but Aziraphale had been built as a soldier and his were considerably bulkier to 
show it. “Can see that.” 


There was a little pause, then, “Could take care of them for you, if you want.” 


“Oh, I couldn’t ask you to do that,” Aziraphale said quickly. “We’re going to lunch, anyways, I 
couldn’t -” 


“Could order takeout,” Crowley suggested. “Restaurant will still be there tonight if you still want to 


bed 


go. 
“But...” 


“Zira. Our side, ‘member? You said it yourself, it’s awful to take care of alone. You’re not alone 
anymore, so let me help you.” 


Aziraphale turned around to face Crowley, scanning his face for any sign of... anything that would 
indicate that he was being less than genuine. There was none. “You’re sure you don’t mind?” 


“T’m sure.” The edge of his mouth twitched upwards. “Besides, you wouldn’t enjoy eating like this 
anyways, wouldja? Be too distracted to focus properly.” 


“T suppose that’s true.” He hesitated one more moment, then relented. “Alright. Where should 
Wer?” 


Crowley took his arm and guided him onto the rug in the center of the room, snapping his fingers 
to move the table back against a wall to clear enough room. “Here, what kind of food d’ you want?” 
he asked, brandishing his phone. 


“Well, if we’re having Japanese later, probably shouldn’t do that now...” 
“How bout that sandwich place? Think they do deliveries.” 
“Oh, that sounds lovely!” 


Crowley nodded, punched both of their orders in, and set the phone aside and settled behind 
Aziraphale. “T’1l work on the back of one wing while you work on the front of the other?” he 
suggested. “That way we don’t end up, I dunno, trying to move it two different directions.” 


Sounds like a plan, love.” Aziraphale bent his left wing inwards so he could reach the feathers 
easily, letting the other one go slack so Crowley could adjust it as he needed. Then he started on 
the actual job, clearing sheathes, realigning barbs, straightening out feathers. 


Behind him, Crowley was doing the same, although he’d be the first to admit that Crowley was 
clearly better at it. The feeling of someone else’s fingers in his feathers, clearing out the problems 
with quick and smooth movements that could only come from practice, was oddly meditative, and 
his own movements slowed as he took in the sensation. 


Soon enough the doorbell was ringing, the delivery-person no doubt. Aziraphale almost moved to 
stand, but Crowley smoothed a hand over the wing he was working on - how had he already 
finished the back? - and pressed a kiss to the back of his head. “I’ve got it, angel.” 


They sat together on the rug to eat their sandwiches, Aziraphale smiling when he realized that 
Crowley had gotten his order exactly right. Then it was back to the wings, Crowley shifting to 
work on the front of his first one. “It’s fine, angel,” he insisted when Aziraphale half-heartedly 
protested. “Can’t work on the back of that one anyways, you’re still doing the front. I don’t mind, 
really. Come on , angel, when’s the last time I volunteered to do something that I didn’t want to 
do?” Then when that was done and Aziraphale was half-asleep from the coziness and therefore too 


sleepy to protest, they moved to the couch, Aziraphale laying on his stomach and hanging the 
partially-groomed wing over the edge so Crowley could lean against the cushions and work on it. 


Then, finally, it was done. Aziraphale had long since stopped trying to put on the pretense of 
looking like anything but a particularly feathery cat that had found the perfect sunbeam, and smiled 
at Crowley sleepily when he announced the wings to be finished. “Thank you, dearest,” he said, 
sitting up reluctantly. Then Crowley settled on the couch next to him, which made the sitting up 
much better. “I’m terribly sorry you had to -” 


“Nope, none of that,” he said. “Told you, wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t want to.” 
“Still, you’ll have to let me repay the favor sometime,” he said. 

“Nothing to repay, angel.” He paused. “But sure, you can do mine next time.” 

“Oh, lovely!” He leaned over, wrapped his arms around Crowley. “Thank you, again.” 


“Again, no problem.” He smiled against the side of Aziraphale’s head. “Now, we’ve got a couple 
hours before anything approaching dinnertime . Anything you want to do?” 


Aziraphale considered for a moment, then snuggled a bit closer to Crowley, folding his wings back 
and away where they wouldn’t get messed up again. “This is rather comfortable,” he said, 
yawning. “If you don’t mind, could we stay here?” 


“Sounds good to me.” He tugged the two of them horizontal, nestling Aziraphale in between him 
and the back of the couch. Aziraphale let out a light hum, burying a hand in Crowley’s hair. 


And if they overslept a bit and ended up having to visit the new restaurant the next day, well, that 
wasn’t a problem. They had nothing but time, after all. 
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